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The Tragedte */ Hamlet 

/fVra.My Lord, I came to fee your fathers funeral. 

I prethee doe not mock me fellow ftudent, 

I thinkc it was to ttfy mothers wedding. 

Hera. Indeed my Lord it followed hard vpon. 

iTrf*».Thrifc, thrift, Horatio, the funeral bak’t meats 
Did coldly furnifh forth the marriage tables, 

Would I had met my deareft fee in Heauen 
Or euer I had feenc that day Horatio, 

My father me thinkes I fee my father. 

Hora. Where my Lord ? 

Ham. In my minds eic Horatio. 

Hera . I faw him once, a was a goodly King. 

Ham. A was a man take him for all in all 
I fliall not looke vpon his like againe. 

Hora. My Lord, I thinkc I faw him yefternighc. 

Ham. Saw, who? 

Hora. My Lord the King your father. 

Ham. The King my father? 

Hora. Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attentiue eare till I may dcliucr 
Vpon the witnefle of thefe Gentlemen 
This maruaile to you. 

Ham. For Gods loue let meheare ? 

Hora. Two nights together HhI thefe Gentlemen, 
Mar all m, and Harnar-do, on th J.t watch, 

In the dead vaft and middle of the nighty 
3cene thus incountrcd, a figure like your father. 
Armed at point, exactly Capapea 
Appeares before them, and with folemne march, 
Goesftow.snd (lately by them; thrice he walkc 
By their oppreft and feare furprized eies, j • 
Within this trnnehions length, whil’ft they omul a 
Almoft to gelly, with the aft of feare 
Stand dumbe and fpeakc not to him; this to me. 

In dreadfull fecrecie impart they did, . * . 

An ‘ \ with them the third night kept the watch, 

Vf ' s'eas they had deliuercd both in time, 

Fo. tne of the thing, each word made true- and good. 
The apparition comes : I knew y out father. 
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Prince of Dc nmarke. 

Thefe hands are not more like. 

Ham But where was this ? , , 

Mar. My Lord vpon the platforme where we w^tcht. 

Ham. Did you not fpcake toil? 

Hora. My Lord, I did, 

4 anfwcr m ade ft none, yet once me thought 
It lifted vp its head and did addreffe 
It felfe to motion, like as it would fpeake : -s 
But euenthen the morning Cock crew loud, 

A 9 d at ^foflnd it fhrunke in haft a way 
And vaniiht from our fight. 

Ham. Tis verie ftrange. 

Hora. As I doe hue my honor'd Lord tis true 
And we did thinke it writ downe in our dutie 
To let you know of it. 

Ham. Indeed firs but this troubles nfe. 

Hold you the watch to night ? 
aill. We doe my Lord. 

Ham. Arm’d fay you? 
j4tt. A' m’d my Lord. 

Ham. From top to toe ? . 

jlll. My, Lord from head to foot. • ••!> uv* 

Ham. Then faw you not his face ? 

Hora. O yes my Lord, he wore his beauer vp. 

Ham. Whatlook’chcfrowningly? • 

Hora. A countenance more in forrow then manger* 

Ham. Pale or red? < , 

Hora^ Nay verie pale. 

Ham. And fixt his eies vpon you? ' 

Hora. Moft conftantly. 

Ham. I would I had beenc there. 

Hora. It would haue much amaz’d you. 

Ham. Verie like s ftaid it long ? 

Hora. While one w i th moderate hafte might tell a hundreds, 
Both. Longer, longer. 

Hora. Not when I faw’t. 

Ham . His beard was griffcld, no. 

Hora. It was as I haue feenc it in his Me 
A fable filuer’do 
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